A New Bloomsbury? Forster E. M. Forster surprised two young painters at work in their Greenwich Village studio one April morning in 1947, bounding up four flights of the dilapidated brownstone like a man much younger than his sixty-eight years. The landing opened into a railroad apart ment whose outer rooms were fashioned into workspace. Paul Cadmus's orderly studio faced north, with a view of scraggly trees and the brick face of a tenement. Jared French's room had "a medi eval alchemist's look of disorder: large anatomy books, an Houdon ecorche with muscles painted on, bottles of powdered pigments, dirty work clothes" piled hugger-mugger. 1 The scent of rotten eggs hung in the air. Happily for him, Forster's hosts had no time to tidy their cluttered workspace or to "make suitable arrangements for entertaining the Great Writer."2 The three men settled down amia bly. In a sea of dust Forster perched on a daybed that threatened to collapse. The British novelist and the American artists thirty years his junior spread out an impromptu picnic under the skylight of the central room, talking and drinking the afternoon away. measurements of the good and the true, the whole Victorian bour geois drooling over money and God and things, and put their faith squarely in friendship. While being true to themselves and their art, they invented British modernism.
Forster's writing in the dark decade before the Second World War made it possible for Cadmus to believe that something human and good could still prevail in the belligerent and broken world. He hearkened to the old man's credo, not in an aristocracy of power, based on rank and influence, but an aristocracy of the sensitive, the considerate, and the plucky. Its members are to be found in all nations and classes, and all through the ages, and there is a secret understanding between them when they meet. They represent the true human condition, the one permanent victory of our queer race over cruelty and chaos}
In the cauldron of the rise of fascism and the coming of war, Forster had clung to his belief in personal relationships. This was not the Edwardian voice of A Room with a View, but the sinewy, rueful "reflections of an individualist and a liberal who has found liberal ism crumbling beneath him and at first felt ashamed."6
The idea that he might be part of a "queer race" was particularly meaningful to Cadmus, who had been openly homosexual all his life.
He had learned of Forster's homosexuality from the gay expatriates W. H. Auden and Christopher Isherwood. Through an affinity that was a kind of "secret understanding," in 1943 Cadmus wrote Forster a frank letter of admiration, confessing the "admiration and devo tion I feel towards your works-and through, them, towards you.
'What I Believe' is so much what I believe too that I always read it to potential friends. I do it with so much conviction and emotion that I and they forget that it is not I speaking."7
Cadmus's warmth and sensitivity struck a chord in Forster, who was delighted to receive a photograph of Paul's postcard-sized portrait of Jared and Margaret French on the dunes at Fire Island. The tempera painting was a personal homage. The woman, fully clothed, lies on a beach blanket, reading a book with the title "To E. M. Forster," while the naked man curls beside her, adoze in the hot sun. Cadmus's affection for both his lover and his lover's wife imbues the moment with sweet serenity. since they studied at the Art Students League. They were an odd pair:
Paul lanky, angular, with an aquiline nose and a slight overbite that made him look to Forster like "a sun-burn rodent"; "Jerry" stocky, intense, with a smoldering sexual energy. 8 Over "delicious prosciutto smoked salmon, wine," Paul and Jerry pressed Forster to make the studio his home during his New York visit that spring; they also invited him to Provincetown, where they would be paint ing, photographing, and lounging at a huge grey-shingled house on the beach.9 He accepted, observing the black men playing baseball in the park opposite Jerry's studio. In June he took the train to the Cape, spending three idyllic days with his new coterie. He "felt to belong at Provincetown" being sketched by Jerry, photographed by Margaret, playing duets on the piano with Paul. "I have had so much kindness and received it so willingly."10 Like Forster himself, it was difficult to tell whether these four artists were old-fashioned or prophetic. They were impossible to label, but it was clear they did not care to work a la mode. Cadmus was a superb draftsman, schooled in the European tradition, whose male nudes were (in his own words) "representational, delicate, sensual."11 He and French had taken up and renewed the ancient, abandoned medium of egg tempera "passing the pliant yolk back and forth between his palms, pricking the membrane, and blending pigments, layering the milky unforgiving mixture as the medieval painters had done, slowly and carefully until a detailed painting appeared."12 All four were figurative painters, to various levels of abstraction: Cadmus tended toward busy, corporeal, ribald scenes; Jared French toward a cerebral restraint verging on archetype; Margaret French's human figures were suspended in surreal seren ity; while Tooker placed wide-eyed luminous innocents in uncanny urban landscapes. Their friend George Piatt Lynes aligned the men in a photograph (see page 27) at the St. Luke's studio in the summer of 1948, Cadmus, then Tooker, then French at their easels, reced ing into the distance. 
